And the dreams of the islands were gone, and I knew
how men sorrow and pass,
And their hound, and their horse, and their love, and
their eyes that glimmer like silk*
And wrapping my face in my hair, I murmured, In
old age they ceased';
And my tears were larger than berries, and I mur-
mured, 'Where white clouds lie spread
On Crevroe or broad Knockfefin, with many of old
they feast
On the floors of the gods/ He cried, 'No, the gods a
long time are dead/
And lonely and longing for Niamh, I shivered and
turned me about,
The heart in me longing to leap like a grasshopper into
her heart;
I turned and rode to the westward, and followed the
sea's old shout
Till I saw where Maeve lies sleeping till starlight arid
midnight part.
And there at the foot of the mountain, two carried a
sack full of sand,
They bore it with staggering and sweating, but fell
with their burden at length*
Leaning down from the gem-studded saddle, I flung it
five yards with my hand,
With a sob for men waxing so weakly, a sob for the
Fenians' old strength*
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